


Cinders (a Hiccunzel Cinderella story)

by delinquentmiley



Category: How to Train Your Dragon, Tangled
Genre: Fantasy, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Hiccup, Rapunzel
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2015-04-01 05:49:40
Updated: 2015-09-13 16:32:48
Packaged: 2016-04-27 07:00:52
Rating: T
Chapters: 6
Words: 16,000
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: He is an honest country boy forced to a life of cinders. She is a princess trapped in an unwanted marriage. One thing they share together is the desire to be free. A Hiccunzel Cinderella story. Mostly based on Ever After.





	1. Prologue

**Author****'s note: **_Yay! For the first time in forever, I finally decided to write again. But this time, I__'m taking it simple. It__'s as basic as it gets; a Cinderella story, but the challenge here is to be able to mash up certain adaptations into one big story (ex. "Into the Woods," "Cinderella (2015)," especially "Ever After."), but I promise I won__'t fill in **too** much, and on top of that, it__'s a reverse Cinderella. And since this is a Hiccunzel story, I__'m calling the shots. So Hiccup and Rapunzel are our main leads in the story and the rest of the characters are listed below._

_Hiccup __– Henri (awn-ree) Von Hadrika/Hiccup/Cinder-Hiccup/Count Stefan (ste-fawn) Von Bergstr__öm._

_Rapunzel __– Princess Rapunzel of Corona_

_Nicholas St. North __– Russian painter, magician, (fairy godfather)_

_Pitch __– Baron Kozmotis Von Pitchner (stepfather)_

_Dark!Jack __– James Elias Olivander Von Pitchner (evil stepbrother)_

_Human!Jack __– Jackson (good stepbrother)_

_Merida __– Hiccup__'s best friend; servant_

_Elinor - Merida's mother; seamstress_

_Maudie, Astrid, Eugene - servants_

_Some characters will be introduced as time goes on. **Oh! And a bit of a warning, for those of you who haven**_**_'t seen __"Cinderella__" (2015) yet, keep in mind I won__'t spoil much from the movie, but some elements will be based on it_**_**…some**. Above all, I hope you enjoy!_

* * *

><p><span><strong>Prologue:<strong>

Once upon a time in a land far, far away, there lived a tiny kingdom, named Corona. It was tranquil and joyous in its own way, and for that, the kingdom remained blessed. In a simple little chateau there lived a happy couple and their little son Henri Von Hadrika, whom they jokingly dubbed Hiccup. He was given this name from the hiccups he had as a babe. Now little Hiccup often viewed the world not always as it was but instead what could be with a little magic. Though he had no title, no crown, and no castle, he was the king in his own little kingdom. Together the three lived quite a charming life, and Hiccup couldn't be anymore happier than to be with his family.

Unfortunately their happy life together would only be clouded with sorrow, as the gentleman of the house had passed away, leaving the wife a widow, and the son without a father. Despite the loss, the two hadn't let despair get in the way of life, nor should they do so.

Of course, the widow was a gentle and devoted mother who showered her beloved child with love and comfort, however, still she felt he needed a father's care. And so she married again, choosing for her second husband, Baron Kozmotis Von Pitchner, a man of great nobility with two sons just Hiccup's age; James and Jackson. One fine day, while departing for a trip to a party outside of town alongside his new wife, the stepfather promised his own sons gifts of luxury; while the brothers requested for fine garments and wonderful things, his stepson simply asked for the first twig to knock his hat. The stepfather ignored his request anyways and continued on to fetch his sons presents. On a fine day, a snow white dove surprised Hiccup with a special gift; a hazel twig. He would plant this twig by his fathers grave and the drops of rainfall would water the soil that covered it. Though Hiccup had difficulties connecting with his distant stepfamily, he continued to try because what made his mother happy, made him the same.

It was around the fatal passing of this loving mother, on her last dying breath, she whispered to her son "have courage and be kind." Her body was soon cremated into ashes, and scattered around her husbands grave by her only little son, their souls finally together after so long. However, shortly after the death of his new wife, the Baron's true nature was revealed; Cruel, demanding and coldly envious of Hiccup's benevolence and charm, he deemed his stepson a threat and was grimly determined to draw the attention of his own sons.

As time went by, seasons came and went, the household fell into desperation, for the Hadrika family fortunes were wasted upon the the Baron's sons. And the stepfamily ever abused the poor boy; Hiccup was neglected, taunted and finally forced to become a servant in his own house. He was stripped of his possessions, for all were sold by the Baron as a desperate attempt for more money, leaving him only a sole copy of _Utopia_, the last gift given to him by his mother. As for his room, it had been occupied by the stepbrothers, forcing him to be isolated in the old drafty attic. To be fair, they did share to Hiccup the meals they ate, or rather the scraps from their table. At times, the attic became much too cold to sleep, so he instead took shelter by the dying embers of the fireplace to keep warm.

But despite his pitiful circumstances, Hiccup remained true to his mother's promise, ever courageous and kind. He befriended the other servants and workers, as a second family he never had. From Elinor and her daughter Merida to Maudie, Astrid, even Eugene, and so forth, Hiccup was welcomed into the loving family of servants. And as for the little hazel twig, it had long been grown into a large and beautiful tree where his parents could rest in peace together, and this tree in particular is where the boy would sit by the bark and feel the warm embrace of his deceased family. But even so, it would be a decade before somebody entered his life, a woman who was still a girl in many ways one would not fully comprehend...

**To Be Continued...**


	2. Chapter 1

**Author's note:** _First chapter was a wee tricky, but I'm not giving up, no sir! The baker and the wife tidbit in the beginning was not only an "Into the Woods" reference, but also a little Icebreaker addition since I do ship them (no worries, they'll come back...eventually) and my dumb little brain wanted it so badly. I did say I wanted the story to be based on "Ever After," however, I also wanted to stray from making it nothing more than a heavy reference, and thus some changes have to be made to at least make it distinct from the original content aside from the gender differences, of course without straying away from the plot itself. Hiccup's name at times varies from everyone calling him Henri, to the Baron and James calling him Cinder-Hiccup or sometimes just Hiccup. So without further ado, here's chapter one! Enjoy!_

_The Baker - Wreck-it Ralph_

_The Baker's Wife - Queen Elsa_

_The Duke - Gobber_

_Horse - Grump_

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 1:<strong>

At the crack of dawn, Hiccup groaned slightly in his slumber as the rooster's caw echoed through the fields, waking up to find himself, once again, asleep reading by the fireplace, his face and clothes smothered in ash. He was exhausted and wanted to dream again but once the rooster crows, he must get to the market and fetch any food for the family breakfast before he begins his chores; Today it is only bread, so Hiccup was relieved he didn't have to get anything else. He stretched his arms as he brushed off cinders from his ragged apron and blouse, all the while Toothless walked all the way to the brunet's waist and began to greet his friend with a pleasant mew, begging for his breakfast.

"Good morning Mr. Bossy," Hiccup teased as he got up to pour a bowl full of milk for the charcoal furred cat. "Would his majesty care for a bowl full of milk? It's pretty much all we got for you today." He placed the bowl onto the floor for Toothless to drink and headed out the door, a basket in hand. "But if you're being good today, I'm sure I can sneak in some food for your dinner. How does that sound?" Toothless happily meowed in response as Hiccup exited the fireplace.

The Hadrika chateau has now nearly fallen apart for the past decade, for the Baron paid no mind to it, but rather paid more attention to spending more money by the minute. Little by little, the possessions of Hiccup's family had been disappearing mysteriously and now the servants had been sold off as well. Just a few days ago, Elinor, the seamstress, had been sold off to the king to pay off his, or rather _her_ debts. Through many pleas and attempts to convince Kozmotis to release her, it was too late, and the Baron hadn't even cared one bit for her. Now the staff were down from eighteen to seven workers left, Hiccup included.

Rubbing his eyes, he stifled a yawn and and exited the cellar, making his way to the chicken coop and the pig's pen outside, ready to head through the meadows. Hiccup strode across the bridge, passed the babbling brook and onward to the busy village. The village of Corona bustled about; merchants settling their little shops for people to buy, villagers wandering about for necessities and children playing around the wishing well. Paying no mind to the commotion surrounding him, Hiccup made his way to the bakery to pick up the bread. The baker, was once a good friend whose mother aided Hiccup's father during a war, but after marrying a beautiful dame, he had settled down with her, taking in a job as a baker, Hiccup often came to this bakery to catch the aroma of dough and sweets.

"Good morning Henri, how was your morning," The baker's wife greeted happily to the brunet as she finished putting cookies onto a neat little plate.

"Oh just tiring Elsa," Hiccup reported, scanning around the shop for any bread. "Wish I could sleep a little more but you know, his majesty's orders."

"And how's that bastard Baron and his sons?" The burly baker entered, bringing in a perfectly decorated cake.

"Ralph!" His wife muttered. "Don't be so rude!"

"They're still the worst," Hiccup laughed. "The Baron practically ignores me nowadays, but James is another story." The brunet rolled his eyes upon mentioning James, for he and the Baron's eldest son did not get along well since his mother's death. "Nowadays. they're selling servants by the minute."

"Why do you still stay there if they continue to mistreat you?" Elsa added, giving a comforting hug to the lad.

"Well, my parents loved that house, and now they're gone, I just...love it for them." Hiccup brought two baguettes onto his basket and dropped two silver coins onto the counter.

"Ahh keep your money kid." Ralph grinned as he handed back the coins to Hiccup.

"Someone's being generous today," The wife drawled as she made her way back to the counter.

"What? I'm just hoping that hungry little shit in the red cap doesn't show up again, taking all of the sweets and saying 'it's for my granny!'"

Hiccup chuckled and bid a thank you as he made his way out. Outside, a group of men were hauling out an enormous chunk of ice. The brunet lad inspected the ice and remained in awe at the enormous size of the ice.

"Look at that ice! It's giant!" The brunet questioned at the sight.

"So it doesn't melt." The baker answered. "Word has it these ice harvesters out in Arendelle-"

Suddenly, the massive weight of the ice couldn't hold the straps any longer, thus breaking free from its suspended position, plummeting straight down to a man, and eventually killing him. A blood curdling scream had clouded the horrid display.

"MY GOD THAT WENT SOUTH SO FAST!" Ralph covered his eyes in horror while Hiccup tiptoed away from the gruesome sight, the baguettes thankfully secure from any residue.

"Stop! Thief!" A wealthy duke cried chasing after a hooded thief, his peg leg only slowing him down a bit, pointing at the thief with his good arm. "He stole my horse!" Hiccup turned around to find the thief's destination and handed the duke his basket of bread, racing after them. Nothing in the thief's possession but a hooded cloak shrouding their appearance. The thief turned around to find Hiccup running towards them and continued to turn in any corner. Nonetheless, Hiccup still hadn't given up. Chasing down the thief to a quiet little alley, Hiccup snatched some little stones from the ground and threw them at the cloaked figure. The thief dodged the stones until two stones hit and made them loose their balance. The horse stopped at a dead end as the figure fell to the ground, coughing and spitting out dirt.

"Golden rule of thumb, never steal someone's horse!" Hiccup hollered at the figure. The duke ran after the two, with Hiccup's basket still intact.

"Please, I can explain!" A young voice cried, still coughing from the fall.

"Grumpy!" The duke cried as he hobbled to his horse, dropping the basket of break. "Thank the heavens, you're safe!"

Hiccup stared at the hooded thief and offered to help. A tiny dainty hand shot out as the figure picked itself up. Taking off the hood, the thief was revealed to be a girl. A beautiful young maiden, with golden blonde hair that touched her lower waist and limpid emerald eyes. She had on a brown pair of trousers and a white blouse with a red vest; however, the clothes were rather big for a woman her size and bagged a bit.

"Why it's the Princess, Rapunzel!" The duke whispered in shock. Hiccup and the duke then bowed to her feet.

"Please, forgive us," Hiccup spoke softly, trying not to catch any attention. "We hadn't any clue it was you, your highness."

"I should be the one apologizing, forgive me for causing such a ruckus," Rapunzel fretted in regret, her head slumping down.

"I have plenty of horses for you to use your highness, they're quite younger, faster." The duke's voice went from demanding to a sympathetic tone.

"I only want to be free from my dreaded tower." Rapunzel took out two bags, each filled with gold and handed them to the men. She draped her hood over her head again and got back on the horse. "For your silence." Rapunzel led the horse out of the alley and onto her freedom. Hiccup's heart dropped at the sight in front of him; twelve golden coins, glistening in a tiny little bag on the palm of his hand. Just enough to set Elinor free. Hiccup grabbed his basket, stuffed the bag of coins onto his apron pocket, and hurried home.

***'*'*'***

Mornings at the chateau seemed quite dull, almost giving a gloomy aura, similar to that of a funeral. Every morning Hiccup is to bring the breakfast trays, only to be treated with cold shoulders from the Baron, and snide remarks from James, but even so, the servants remained kind and supportive of Hiccup. However that isn't to say the house is anything but jolly. As Maudie placed a plate full of bread onto the table side of the eldest son, James. In response, he merely pushed the plate aside, closing his eyes and exhaled heavily.

"I asked for four minute bread, not four one minute slices of bread, **and where is _hell_ is our breakfast?!**" James screeched as he gave a horrid glare to Maudie. The Baron turned around from his tea and glared at the cook.

"It's just about finished My Lord." Maudie mumbled as she grabbed his plate, scurrying back to the kitchen. The Baron put down his teaspoon and stared blankly at his eldest son.

"James dearest," The Baron began. "What have I always told you about tone?"

"A lord must _never_ raise his voice in an unnecessary tone." Jackson chided as he smeared his bread with butter. James merely rolled his eyes at his inferior twin.

"Jackson, for the love of God, do not speak unless you can improve the silence." The Baron sighed irritably at his younger son as he sipped his tea. Kozmotis constantly favored James out of the two brothers due to his features being similar to their father. While James was often praised with compliments, Jackson was panned with insults, especially for his carefree nature and appetite.

"I was not sharp, I was being clear. A courtier would only know the difference." James scoffed, directing his eyes at his father, who put down his teacup.

"I highly doubt your tone would ever be permitted in the court."

"I'm not going to the court, aren't I father? No one is, excluding some oversized Scandinavian porker whom I'm surprised is actually a prince." James continued to twiddle his butter knife, careful to not make any marks on the table.

"My boy, nothing is final until your dead, but I'm sure God negotiates." As the Baron dipped the teabag onto his cup, he looked around for sugar. "I say, why the devil is there no sugar on this table? Henri!"

"Coming!" Hiccup hollered with confidence as he rushed to fetch the breakfast trays, clutching onto the coins from this morning.

"He's in one of his moods again," Maudie mumbled as she finished the final touches on the breakfast pastries.

"Did the sun rise in the east?" Merida joked while setting the plates on the trays.

"Oh yes it did!" Hiccup took the bag of coins from his pocket and dumped it onto the table. "And it's going to be a beautiful day ladies!"

"Good heavens child!" Maudie shrieked as she dumped a few coins from the bag. "Where did you get these?!"

"From an ever so generous angel, and I know just what to do with them."

"Mother?" Merida answered happily. Hiccup quickly took an extra plate and utensils from the cupboard and placed them on a tray. He then went to the counter to fetch the sugar jar.

"Yep, if the Baron can sell your mother to pay his taxes, I'm confident that these can bring her home!"

"But sir! Elinor's already been sold off by the king, she's bound for the new world-" Maudie poured the coins onto the bag and returned it to the brunet.

"We're waiting!" The Baron called from the other room.

"This is our family Maudie, and I'm not letting it crumble!" Hiccup stuffed the bag in his apron pocket as he gathered the breakfast trays. Arriving with a racing heart, he tried his best not to tip anything over.

"Good morning master. James, Jackson. I trust you slept well."

"Morning Henri," Jackson answered happily as he finished off his bread. Unlike Kozmotis and James, Jackson was the only member of the family that did treat Hiccup as if he were nothing more than an actual family member. He never yelled at Hiccup, nor had he ever mistreated him in any way, and Hiccup always appreciated that.

"Henri, what's that all over your face?" The Baron questioned, referring to the ashes all over his stepson.

"Someone's been reading by the fireplace again." James sneered, a cup of water on his hand. "Look at you ash and soot everywhere."

"Do clean yourself up." Kozmotis commanded in disgust, keeping his distance from the cinder covered servant, who quickly attempted to wipe the ash off his face and continued to set the breakfast dishes.

"Why don't you sleep with the pigs Cinder-Soot, if you insist on smelling like one." James began to cackle, making a rather wicked expression to Hiccup. "Or should I say, _Cinder-Hiccup_?"

"James, that was harsh." Kozmotis replied.

Ignoring his stepbrother's insults, Hiccup placed a plate onto an empty side of the table hoping to get closer to the Baron about Elinor.

"Whose this for?" The stepfather pointed to the plate. "Is there someone we've forgotten?"

"It's for me," Hiccup grinned, hoping to get closer to execute his plan. "I figured we'd have a little chat, like a family." Upon hearing Hiccup's answer, Jackson's face lit up and quickly gave a pleading look to the Baron, who pretended to not pay any attention.

"It seems too much for you to prepare breakfast, serve it and still sit with us." James added, the Baron nodding in response. "Wouldn't you prefer to eat when all the work is done, Cinder-Hiccup?" The elder twin then gave Hiccup a grin as wide as a Cheshire Cat. With an ever pleasant frown, the brunet picked up the plate and the trays, heading out of the dining hall.

"Come here child." Kozmotis stopped Hiccup, grabbing him by the arm, and brought him to his eyes. "Your appearance seems distressed. What can I do to make you better?"

Hiccup took a deep breath as he quickly gathered what to say. "I do try sir, sometimes I sit and ponder on what I can do to-"

"On with it lad, you know how I hate the mumbling." Kozmotis had an irritated expression. A set of twins was enough for any sort of annoyance in his household, now he had to deal with a mumbling ragged servant boy whom he had to call a son. Hiccup heaved deeply and continued to speak.

"I don't ask much, but if Elinor were to come back, I would be forever grateful-"

"My answer remains." The Baron interrupted in an unpleasant tone. "That wench was the source of my financial problems and unless her debt is paid off, she will never be coming back. After all that I've done for you, I have fed you, dressed you and gave you shelter and all I ask of you is that you help around the house without any complaint whatsoever! Is that much to ask for?"

James continued to smirk at Hiccup's misfortune, for his sadistic nature made him enjoy seeing others in distress, while Jackson could only pout while hearing about one of the servants leaving. Hiccup felt a nerve wrecking feeling as he tried incredibly hard to gather anything else to say without being interrupted by his stepfather.

"No sir, I-"

"Then it is final. From this moment on, I won't have anymore discussions of servants coming back. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes master." Feeling a sensation of defeat, Hiccup returned to the kitchen, putting away the clean dishes back in the cupboard, stuck with no options, and no connections, nothing but a bag full of coins, or so he had thought.

**To Be Continued...**


	3. Chapter 2

**Author's note:**_ So I have good news and bad news, and **no** I'm not abandoning this entirely. The bad news is that the next chapter may take a little while, since I will be out of town for two weeks, which means no computer to upload these, but the good news is that where I'll be visiting, there is internet, and I can bring my tablet (where all my writing and drawing comes to life), so I have some time to write the next chapter to come. Finally you get to meet North, the Leonardo Da Vinci in this story. This is also the first chapter in this story that I used a different language, in this case, Russian. For Merida's dialogue, I slightly used a translator for her accent without coming off as offensive whatsoever. As always, enjoy!_

_Prince Faivish - Fishlegs_

_Captain Aster - Bunnymund_

_*Russian translations*_

_Моя Леди __(__Moya Ledi) - My Lady_

_Спасибо__ (Spasibo) - Thank You_

_господин (Gospodin) - Mister_

* * *

><p><strong><span>Chapter 2:<span>**

With the horse to ride solo, Rapunzel dashed out of the wretched kingdom and into the woods, hoping she could embrace her very few days of freedom before her wedding. Without her knowledge, or her consent, her parents arranged a wedding with the neighboring kingdom of Ingerman, or rather forced their daughter to marry Prince Faivish, whom she had considered no more than a friend despite their kingdoms constantly feuding, resulting in an arranged marriage to keep the kingdoms from said feuding. Rapunzel pleaded numerous times to stop the wedding, for she dreamed of marrying for love, but the king believed otherwise and his decision was final. The blonde continued her journey, refusing to stop whatsoever.

"Oh no, there's nothing there!" A gruff voice cried in despair. Rapunzel looked carefully to see an old man being robbed by a band of gypsies.

"I beg you, please leave us alone." The man continued to beg in a thick accent as he tried to chase the leader of the gypsies.

"Get on the horses!" A young burly gypsy hollered. "It's the Royal Guard! Run!" Rapunzel turned around to find the Royal Guard on pursuit. Just perfect.

"The painting..." The old man huffed. "Please, the painting...That man, he's getting away with my painting."

"The Guard will assist you. I cannot." Rapunzel replied, hoping she can get away from the Guards sooner.

"Please, Моя Леди! It is... my life!"

The Princess felt a rush of guilt, not wanting to set a bad example by deserting an old man's needs for her selfish desires. Rapunzel then nodded, putting her ambition aside to go after the thief with the painting.

"Yah!" Rapunzel cried out as she commanded the horse to go forward. Remembering this morning, she quickly scooped up some pebbles and tossed one by one at the gypsy with the painting. The gypsy however was not so fortunate to dodge the pebbles and dropped the stolen items, especially the painting, to the ground.

Rapunzel jumped out of the horse, creeping near the gypsy, only to be ambushed by another. She then nudged her way out of the clutches and spotted a frying pan on the pile of stolen possessions. She picked it up, just as the two gypsies drew out their swords. The duo began to swing their swords at the princess as she shielded the strikes with the frying pan. She pointed to the other side, drawing the gypsies attention away from her as she whacked their heads. The gypsies collapsed, knocked out cold from a blow to the head. Rapunzel then began to inspect the painting, making sure it remained intact, unaware of the incoming guards coming to fetch their princess once again.

***'*'*'***

"This should be what you're looking for," the vendor croaked. Kozmotis took the gold brooch from him and held the brooch up to James' neckline, right over his left pectoral, James then looked at his father as if to indicate it wasn't the right one. The Baron shook his head, for this would not capture enough attention to his son's chest. "Much too small," he sneered. "Needs to be bigger to catch the eyes of a noble lady."

The vendor chuckled sheepishly. "But, Baron, I worry anything larger will cause him to topple over."

"Well then," The Baron's mind turned, pretending to turn around, ushering his sons to come along, as if they really were leaving. "We'll just have to take our business elsewhere."

"Wait a minute my lord. I may just have the thing for you after all." The vendor was in a panic, he searched about his shop to find only the best for the customer, falling for the little mouse trap. Kozmotis smirked. He then inspected the area, hoping that no other nobles were around. Above the Baron and the merchant were Merida, Astrid, and Hiccup, the latter about to attempt a drastic stunt.

***'*'*'***

"Are ye out of yer mind?" Merida lectured her friend as she sat by the window next to Astrid. "Do ye know the penalty for impersonating nobility? Five days in the stocks!"

Out of all the daring choices Hiccup had done, impersonating a courtier had to be the riskiest, however he had to do it to rescue a woman's life, and his options at this point were very slim.

"You'd do the same for me, admit it!" Hiccup answered.

"Me? Pretend to be a courtier?" Merida snorted. "Prancing round like some high and mighty noblewoman when I've never been to court. And neither have ye!"

"Then I won't be noticed. Hand me that scarf so I can be on my way." Hiccup motioned to a silver scarf made of cotton, hanging by an empty coat hanger. Merida took the scarf and gave it to Hiccup.

"Either way, if the Baron saw your money, he'd just take it from you and use it to buy something for James," Astrid answered peeping at the window. "Speaking of which."

"What are they buying this time?" Hiccup asked in monotone.

"It's a brooch for James."

"Typical!" Hiccup scoffed in anger. "He blames us for his debt, and yet he continues to waste more than he can get!"

"I would slaughter that wretched bastard if I could!" Merida angrily waved around her fist. "Ye know I would!"

"Alright guys, I'm coming out, don't laugh." Hiccup heaved as he left the barrier. Donning a simple suit fit for a nobleman, however the cloak was rather big and draped a little, touching his ankles, aside from his ruffled hair and familiar features, Hiccup looked quite handsome for a faux nobleman. However, he felt a wave of insecurity and hung his head a little. "Well the boots are a little snug."

"Nobody will be looking at your feet," Astrid smiled warmly.

"If yoo're going to be a nobleman...ye must play the part." Merida came closer and locked her eyes at Hiccup. "Ye look down to no one."

"I'm only a servant in nice clothes," Hiccup reminded her. He'd never thought of himself as an easy catch with women, and often felt a sense of self loathing, not because James enjoys pestering him with 'ugly duckling' comments or the Baron brushing off his features as nothing more than 'homely.' But even so, he felt he could never attract anyone with his rags and his infatuation of the classic literature.

"Come on," Astrid piped in, taking Hiccup's hand and dragging him to a mirror. "We have to do something with that hair."

***'*'*'***

Rapunzel walked back to the location of the carriage, followed by the horse bound Royal Guard, walking closely to an infuriated Captain Aster.

"Your highness, must we go through this again?" The captain of the guard asked with an irritated expression. "This has been the third time in three days."

"I know, I'm sorry Aster," Rapunzel sulked, the painting in her arms, walking back to the old man's location. "I...thought I'd have a moment of freedom before I get locked up again."

The old man looked up to see the blonde coming back with the prized painting. "You did it," he cried. He quickly ran up to the girl and gave her a tight hug, tight enough to nearly crush her, but not enough to crush the painting. "Спасибо, your highness!"

"Besides, you said it was a matter of life and death!" Rapunzel told the old man as she handed him back the prized painting.

"A woman always is dear child." The man opened the tin and rolled out the canvas to see a beautiful painting of a woman.

"She's beautiful," Rapunzel awed in delight. All her life she admired a plethora of artist, constantly watching an artist at work, requesting canvases and pastels to make her own art, and even a famous painter once brought her special paints made of seashells for her fourteenth birthday, to which she carefully uses when necessary.

"Sir Nicholas St. North has been invited to the palace as the artist in residence!" Aster piped in.

"Nicholas St. North?" Rapunzel turned back to the old man, whose name sounded oddly familiar to her.

"Emmanuel Lunar was swamped with big mural for the Princess of India." Nicholas nodded modestly. "I'm just second choice."

"And here I am on my way to St. Petersburg to find sanctuary, and I found my answer here! господин St. North! Surely you could talk my father into the 18th century!" Rapunzel pleaded, giving Sir Nicholas a big hug, while Nicholas himself looked at the captain in confusion.

"Captain Aster, care to translate?" The old man questioned.

"The Princess suffers...from an arranged marriage of all things sir."

Rapunzel gave the old man a charming grin and wide puppy dog eyes, charming enough for the old man to chuckle and nod.

***'*'*'***

"You should've been there this morning Baron, it was a gruesome sight," The Duke from this morning said to Kozmotis. The two were walking around the village as the twins trailed from behind, shooting deathly glares at each other. "An ice harvester passed away this morning while carrying a massive ice block from Arendelle, only for it to fall down on him."

"It must've been awful Duke Gobber, my condolences go to his family," the Baron added. Before long, the Princess arrived with the Royal Guard, Sir Nicholas trailing from behind, returning to Corona's village from the depths of the woods.

"Ah, Princess Rapunzel, we meet again!" Gobber chided happily.

"Yes, and I came to return your horse your grace," the blond replied, getting off the old horse as the Duke crept closer to his faithful companion.

"Is there something I should know about?" The Baron curiously questioned.

"I took the liberty of borrowing it this morning," Rapunzel blushed sheepishly.

"Ahh yes, and a gangly lad knocked down the princess in an attempt to retrieve Grump for me!" Duke Gobber caressed his horse, embracing his return from quite a long ordeal.

"A gangly lad? Did he have brown hair?" Kozmotis raised an eyebrow, for he can recognize this 'gangly lad' and his name was Henri.

"Yes my lord, with emerald eyes and freckles too!" The princess locked her eyes at the Baron, attempting to stand as ladylike as her mother wanted her to be.

"He is a mute servant of mine, my lady," Kozmotis lied.

"Actually from what I remembered, he spoke quite forcefully," The Duke added.

"It...comes and goes. However as always Your Highness is welcome to anything she wishes." The Baron proceeded to call for his sons, the Duke and the Princess could only stare amongst each other in confusion. "Oh gentlemen, come meet the princess." His sons, who were bickering amongst themselves, stopped what they were doing and made their way to their father's location, slowly bowing in front of the maiden.

"Your highness may I present James Elias Olivander of the house of Pitchner...and Jackson." James bowed proudly while Jackson tried his best to keep his thoughts to himself.

"Good day gentlemen," Rapunzel curtsied, ignoring the fact that she was in trousers and not in a gown.

"We're greatly looking forward to celebrating your engagement to your Scandinavian knight, my lady." Kozmotis grinned, placing a hand on Rapunzel's and pressed his lips onto it.

"Yes well, there have been several new developments regarding the kingdom Ingerman." The blonde took her eyes off the Baron for a bit, drawing her attention to a gold little jewel on the eldest son, James. "Although I must say James, that brooch looks amazing."

"Why this old thing?" James beamed, placing a hand on the golden brooch. "You're far too kind." Jackson, frowned a little bit, disappointed of the Princess ignoring him.

"I should be on my way," Rapunzel nodded as she hopped on the saddle of the Captain Aster's horse, clutching onto the captain himself by his waist. "Good day gentlemen." The band of horses rode off, making their way to the palace, to meet the glaring eyes of the infuriated King and Queen.

**To Be Continued...**
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_Alvin the Treacherous - Cargo master_
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* * *

><p><strong><span>Chapter 3:<span>**

Hiccup ran as fast as he could, tightening his grasp to the bag of coins as the cape floated around his backside and all the while he put on an old pair of glasses to ward off any suspicions, after all, he did say the glasses themselves made him seem more sophisticated. Upon entering the court, several armored men were there, barring any unwanted nobodies with their lances from the premises, only to raise them far from Hiccup's way, allowing him to pass. Of course, Hiccup had never been to the court, however he'd never thought he'd set foot onto the higher parts of the kingdom. Fixing his hair, which had been tied in a ponytail, he restlessly wandered around the bustling court, searching for the maid, until he suddenly heard a piercing cry of help coming from the very end of the harbor.

"I have money to pay my debts, please!" The voice cried.

"Get in there you filthy whore!" Another voice boomed.

He turned around to find a cage full of peasants and servants about to be shipped to the new world, one by one, each vessel of rags trudged to the ship of their fate. Then came Elinor, forcefully dragged by guards from the cage to the ship, her struggles barely budging through the firm grasps of the cargo men.

"Please be okay," Hiccup muttered as he ran down to the harbor in the nick of time just before Elinor set foot on the ship. He then locked his eyes onto the bearded cargo master. "I wish to address the issue of this fair maiden. She is my servant, and I'm here to pay the debt against her."

"You're too late, she's already bought and paid for," the cargo master haughtily laughed.

"Please sir, I can pay you twelve marks." Hiccup handed over the bag of coins to the cargo master, only for the latter to push it away with his hand.

"Sir, you can have me for twelve marks, now move along!" The burly man interrupted, only serving to further arouse Hiccup's anger.

"I demand you release her at once, or I shall take this matter to the King!"

"The King's the one who sold her, pretty boy. She's now the property of Westergard."

"She is not property at all, you ignorant piece of shit! Do you honestly think it's okay to chain people like animals? I command you release her at once-"

"Get outta my way!" The cargo master began to lose his patience, however at the most inopportune of times, as the princess arrived with a posse of guards.

"You dare raise your voice to a nobleman, sir Alvin?" Rapunzel commanded.

"Your Highness! F-forgive me, my lady. I meant no disrespect. It's just, uh... I'm following orders here." The cargo master shuddered. "It's my job to take these criminals and thieves to the coast."

"A servant is not a thief, your Highness, and those who are can't help themselves," Hiccup added, his words were loud and clear for the audience of nobles to listen.

"Really! Well then by all means, enlighten us," Captain Aster nodded as he made a gesture to Hiccup, allowing him permission to speak. The brunet took a deep breath and began to speak, his head held high.

"If you suffer your people to be ill-educated, and their manners corrupted from infancy, and then punish them for those crimes to which their first education disposed them, what else is to be concluded, but that you first make thieves and then punish them?" Several courtiers stopped by to listen to the remarkable words spoken by the mystery lad, who finished his speech, adjusting his glasses in the process.

"You're point?" The cargo master asked, unamused of the brunet's speech.

"Just because it's what's done doesn't mean it's what should be done!" Hiccup retorted.

"Well, there you have it." Rapunzel turned to the cargo master. "Release her."

"But my lady...!" The man protested.

"I said, release her!"

"...Yes, my lady." He then ushered his men to release Elinor from her chains, reluctantly taking the bag of coins from Hiccup. The older woman ran straight to young man and gave him a warm hug, sobbing happily.

"Your parents would've been so proud," Elinor uttered through her sobs of happiness. "I thought I was looking at your father!"

"Meet me at the bridge," the young lad soothed the woman, proceeding to proclaim his commands. "Prepare the horses, we shall take our leave at once."

Hiccup made his way to Rapunzel's location and gave her a proper bow before quickly leaving.

"I thank you, your Highness." The princess looked carefully at the mystery man and went after him.

"Have we met?" The Princess asked, following the brunet's footsteps.

"I-I do not believe so, Your Highness." The latter shook his head, continuing on without a single glance at the former. The princess frowned and followed the young man.

"Strange, I could have sworn I knew every single courtier in the kingdom."

"Well... I am visiting a relative." Hiccup lied.

"Who?"

"My relative."

"Yes, you said that. Which one?"

"Th-the only one I have, my lady."

Rapunzel began to grow irritated and stopped him. "Are you doing this on purpose or do you refuse to tell me your name?"

"No. And never mind what they call me." Hiccup attempted to carry on, but Rapunzel continued to block his way.

"Well at least tell me who you are. For anyone who can quote Thomas Moore is well worth the effort."

"The Princess has read _Utopia_?" Hiccup stopped for a bit and took a quick glance at the Princess. He expected it to be something she'd take interest in and assumed she'd use that as an inspiration to ruling her kingdom once she becomes queen.

"I found it to be weakly emotional and boring. The thought of the everyday rustic bores me to be honest."

"I...take it you don't talk with peasants?" Hiccup, frowned at the blonde.

"Not really, no. Naturally."

"Forgive me, Your Highness, but there is nothing "natural" about it." Hiccup chuckled sardonically, rolling his eyes. He would never assume the princess to be conceited, nor stupid, simply naïve. "A country's character is defined by its "everyday rustics," as you call them. They are the legs you stand on and that position demands respect, not..."

"Are you suggesting I'm conceited?" Rapunzel glared a bit.

"Well, you gave one woman back her life, but did you even bother to glance at the others?" The brunet continued on, an impression that meant he had better things to do than to try and convince a gullible little princess, only to be paused by the princess once again.

"Please, I beg of you, a name. Any name."

"I... I'm afraid the only name I could give you with... is Count Stefan Von Bergström." Hiccup heaved. Anything but the title was simply his father's name.

"Now that wasn't so hard, wasn't it?" The blonde smiled warmly.

"Rapunzel," a voiced called for the attention of the princess. "My lady, your parents wish to speak to you, and from the looks of it, I'd suggest you consider your words carefully."

"Riveting," Rapunzel replied somberly before turning to 'Stefan.' "I hope to see you again sir."

"And I you," Hiccup nodded as he made his way out of the court to catch up with Elinor.

***'*'*'***

"I signed off the marriage treaty with the king of Ingerman and that child will obey me or there will be _**hell**_ to pay!" The King boomed to his wife as he walked around their gargantuan sleeping quarters.

"But she doesn't love him dear!" The Queen informed her husband, following his footsteps. She had understood her daughter's situation, however she couldn't bear to show any treason to her husband.

"It's not about love!" The King tracked his pacing, synchronizing every step from one side to another.

"Well perhaps it should be."

"Primrose dear, If she is to become Queen, she must accept her responsibilities as such."

"A sapling cannot grow in the shadow of a mighty oak, Thomas. She needs sunlight."

"She needs a good whipping." The King glared just as his daughter appeared, looking rather undefeated, the captain and the artist who were following her stayed behind the door. "Rapunzel you are under restricted grounds!"

"Am I under house arrest?" The blonde snidely retorted at her father.

"Do not taunt me child for I am in a foul disposition! And you will obey me or-"

"Or you'll what?" Rapunzel began to lose her patience. "Ship me to the New World like some crook, all for the sake of your stupid treaty?"

"Dearest, we discussed this," Primrose placed a hand on her daughters shoulder, trying to console her in any way she could. "You were born to privilege, and with that comes...specific obligations."

"I'm sorry Mother," Rapunzel pleaded. "But if I do marry, I want it to be for love."

"Love or not, you will marry Faivish by the next moonrise or I will strike you any way I can!" The King interrupted.

"Fine, what'll it be Father, hot oil or the rack?"

"I will simply...deny you the crown...and live forever!" Thomas was losing his fight to his daughter, no matter the consequences she would face.

"Fine! I. Don't. Want. It-"

"I don't mean to interrupt," North began. "But perhaps we could make a compromise."

"I'm listening," both father and daughter responded in unison.

"If love is what she seeks, consider this; four days to find true love, but three nights to get fully acquainted with her love, the princess taking time with the man she loves, dancing under the moonlight." North's succulent words gave the princess a dreamy sensation. "And on the last stroke of midnight, on the third and final night of festival, she will announce her engagement to the love of her life, or the honors would go directly king and original betrothal shall carry on."

"Very well then," the King huffed and glanced at his daughter. "Are we agreed?"

"What about your treaty?" Rapunzel looked up to her father, apologetic eyes glued to his.

"Let me worry about Ingerman dear, you've got bigger problems."

"Choose wisely Rapunzel," The Queen piped in. "Divorce is something they only do in the Southern Isles."

***'*'*'***

Hiccup walked past the hallway, with a broom in hand and waved at Jackson while the latter and his brother were playing a board game.

"Somebody's in trouble," James mumbled as he tossed a roll of die at the game board.

"Who is?" Hiccup tilted his head in confusion, just as the Baron quickly snatched Hiccup by the ear and tossed him down to a chair.

"You incompetent fool!" Kozmotis boomed at the brunette. "How dare you do this to me? To James?"

"What did I do?" Hiccup questioned in confusion.

"Think Cinder-Hiccup, think really hard," James drawled as he tapped his fingers on the table. Meanwhile, Jackson quietly motioned his hands, reminding Hiccup of the princess and the horse, but quickly took some die once James turned around.

"Princess Rapunzel surprised us a visit and said you were forceful! How dare you embarrass the family like this?" Kozmotis continued. "I must know exactly what was said this instant!"

"I...called the Princess a thief, Master, forgive me, I hardly recognized her!" Hiccup answered, without a trace of stammers. This made the Baron's anger turn into laughter while James merely snickered.

"Oh Henri! You simple little country boy." The Baron walked to James' seat, smirking along the way. "Luckily for you, James and the Princess had quite an entanglement."

"Yes, I shouldn't be surprised if she drops by again." James smugly said, as Jackson rolled his eyes in annoyance. The Baron turned to the servant, his expressions were relaxed but remained stiff.

"So we must work extra hard to make sure the manor is spotless. We don't want a royal bottom sitting on a filthy chair, now would we?"

"No sir." Hiccup shook his head as he sighed in relief. Soon enough, Elinor and the other servants arrived in question of the commotion.

"What is _she_ doing here?" James demanded, referring to Elinor.

"I had paid off your..._my_ debt." Elinor answered, facing the Baron calmly. "They told me I could go home."

"Well then, don't expect any pay but food and shelter from now on. Is that understood?"

"Yes sir." She nodded and left to begin her chores, as did the rest of the staff. As for Hiccup, he froze for a moment, pondering on the events from this morning. He lied to the Baron, to the Princess and to the whole court. One little white fib escalated in the span of hours and the Baron would be utterly displeased, as he preferred that James win the heart of the princess. Not to mention, it wouldn't do well for the kingdom if the Princess was involved in some entanglement with a commoner. The brunet grabbed a basket, ushered Toothless to come along and headed straight to the fields to catch up with Merida and Astrid, who were picking wildflowers.

***'*'*'***

"Who dear?"

"Count Stefan Von Bergström." Rapunzel and the Queen took walk around the palace gardens, as the moon gave a faint glow to where the flowers rested. The family pet, Pascal a minuscule kitten followed their footsteps. "He's a relative of...well...I don't know who his relative is... Suppose you know him mother?"

"Dearest" her mother began. "There are simply too many courtiers to remember them all by name. Why do you ask?"

The daughter looked up to her mother and quickly shook her head. "Never mind, mother. But there's something I want to tell you and father. It's about the peasants about to be shipped to the New World."

**To Be Continued**
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_Drago - Lord Drago Bludvist_

* * *

><p><strong><span>Chapter 4:<span>**

The next morning seemed pleasant this time around, for the Baron hadn't lashed out to anyone today, nor did James ever have a moment where he lost his temper, in fact, since the encounter with the princess, he'd been pleasant in his own manner, but most importantly, no servants had been sold to the king. Needless to say, it was almost the perfect day in the chateau, nearly perfect for Hiccup to gather berries from the garden, as the blackberries were ready to be picked today. As Hiccup gathered the berries with Maudie and Merida, a tall burly shadow emerged from behind, blocking the sun, only for Maudie to turn around and panic, catching the brunets attention without any words.

"Henri Von Hadrika. You get stronger every week," the figure greeted with a croak from behind. It was none other than Lord Drago Bludvist, who had been close to the Baron, however, the old man only had interest in Hiccup as a little chew toy, to torture and fool around with. He often said to Hiccup he'd treat him much better than the Baron did, but Hiccup knew he was merely bluffing.

"And you, Sir Bludvist, are wasting your flattery," Hiccup replied unamused, continuing to ignore the old man.

"It's a pity your soil's the best in the province...and yet so poorly tended." Drago crept closer and stroked his fingers through Hiccup's tufts of brown locks, only serving a shudder of disgust coming from the latter.

"We have limited resources, sir," Astrid commented snidely, walking up to the men, motioning the older man to keep his hands off the brunet. "We do the best we can."

"Anything I can do?" The older man wished the other servants would leave him and Hiccup alone.

"Ye should bring it up with the Baron and stick to shopping," Merida added, glaring at the bigger man, who remained unamused and drew most of his attention to Hiccup.

"No, I'd rather discuss it with Henri, if you don't mind. I may be twice your age, boy, but I'm well-endowed, as evidenced by my estate." Drago's words both haunted and annoyed Hiccup, causing him to walk away, only for the older man to follow him. "I've always had a soft spot for the less fortunate. You need a wealthy benefactor, and I need a young man with spirit, like a son if you will."

"Prunes?" Hiccup smirked, handing a basket full of prunes to Drago's face, the latter brushing them aside.

"No. I'll buy nothing this week. But remember without my generosity, your puny little farm would cease to exist. So I'd be cautious if I were you." He then turned his back to leave.

"Ooh! Wretched bastard!" Merida growled. "If he didn't buy a bushel of vegetables every week, I'd spit on him!"

***'*'*'***

"I come bearing great news Baron." Drago began. He and the Baron were sitting by the library, discussing financial stabilities, for he manages the stability of the chateau and the well being of the family.

"Anything worth of interest this time?" The Baron poured his cup of tea as he listened.

"As a matter of fact, the king of Corona is giving a festival, in honor of Sir Nicholas St. North." The bigger man handed the Baron an envelope, enclosing an official invitation for the Baron and his family. Kozmotis took the invitation and began to scan every detail from top to bottom.

"The Russian artist?"

"And this festival lasts for three nights, which is convenient because he is also looking for a suitable husband for his daughter, and every eligible man is to attend."

"What news of the engagement?"

"Canceled. Rumor has it that she must find herself a husband before the final day."

"Well, that won't give us enough time," the Baron reached for his wallet and placed a few coins, one by one, onto the table next to the tea set. "I shall need to know who the competition is, every move she makes, her agenda, and every other tidbit you may find."

"She is playing tennis with the marchioness of Duloc tomorrow at noon. I shall help instruct James on what to do to catch the eye of the princess." Lord Bludvist took the coins from the table and put them in his pocket.

"Splendid," the Baron nodded. "When my son is king, you may have whatever your heart desires."

"And what of the servant boy?" Drago asked. "After this horse incident, it's best to keep him from interfering with her again."

"Do what you wish. He means nothing to me." Kozmotis grinned, with Drago joining him.

"I've grown rather fond of our intrigues together, Baron."

***'*'*'***

"I can't believe I gave her my father's name. I'm a liar to the court!"

Hiccup and Astrid were busy milking the cows in the farm. Of course it was one of the worse jobs to do, considering one of them in particular hated Hiccup and constantly kicked him. However, Astrid knew how to handle the animals and accompanied him.

"Oh pe shaw, I'm sure she'll understand." Astrid continued as she finished milking the eldest cow. She grabbed the bucket and was ready to leave the barn with Hiccup, who had already finished another. "The princess isn't one to judge by status."

"Yeah, well I'd imagine she doesn't take kindly to liars. I don't know Astrid, ever since the encounter, I just can't take my eyes off her. She's incredibly nice, and charming, did I say nice? But anyways, I still feel guilty for lying to her like that. "

"Uh-ooohhhhhh," Astrid drawled as she stifled a giggle, making sure the milk doesn't spill from her bucket. "Somebody's in looooooove!"

"Who is?" Eugene looked up from his axe and trees. He was chopping wood for the fireplace.

"No one, Eugene!" Hiccup answered, his cheeks turning red as a cherry. "Don't jump into conclusions Astrid, I just think she's sweet, a little naive, but I...just...don't deserve to see her again after lying to her and...Astrid?"

"I knew it! You love her! Love love love love love-" Astrid placed her bucket on the ground and danced around, teasing Hiccup, who playfully whacked her braid over her head in response. "Henri's in loooove, and he has the hots for the-"

"She's quite the joker, huh?" Hiccup chuckled nervously as he quickly covered girls mouth.

"Sure she is," Eugene answered sarcastically as he finished his job. "You just keep telling yourself that..."

"Come on Henri," Astrid giggled. "You and the Princess are meant to be! Admit it!"

Hiccup rolled his eyes and continued on with the bucket. "Yeah, well ether way, I-I think she and James are perfect together so-"

"Shut your dirty pie hole!" Astrid barked as she whacked the tall brunets hair. "The only throne I want him sitting on is the one I have to clean every day!" Hiccup laughed as the two made their way back to the kitchen with the buckets full of milk.

Meanwhile, the Baron and James were in the bedroom, a plethora of garments scattered around James' bed. With very little time to prepare for a festival, especially one that should last three nights, Kozmotis sought out to make sure James won the heart of the princess, but most importantly, to be crowned king.

"A royal blue won't hurt, rumor has it she'll be wearing pink, it could be perfect!" The Baron drew a Prussian blue piece with faint silver hems to James, who merely shook his head.

"Father, I've got three nights to be able to dance with her!" James complained as he rolled his eyes in annoyance. "I'm not going to let someone else take my rightful spot!"

"Well, how about this one." Kozmotis picked out a royal purple ensemble with black trousers.

"It's purple."

"Rapunzel loves purple!"

"And fifty other men will be wearing the exact same color!"

"Very good James." The Baron nodded.

"Oh my god. Who the hell cares?" The younger brother groaned at his twin while reading a book, a delicious red apple on his right hand. Jackson, like Hiccup and the staff, could barely put up with his brother and his horrid attitude without complaining. "With your pissy little attitude, the princess would definitely fall head over heels, straight to the ground!"

"Oh shut your trap you buffoon," James shot back. "Unlike you, I'm not the socially awkward bore in the family making the princess dread her life with mindless blabber and pathetic jokes!"

"Oh great comeback sir bitch-a-lot!"

"It almost makes me wonder if that hog prince from Ingerman has more manners than you!"

"At least I'm not the one bitching about a suit like some prissy little gal-sneaker. Why don't you just go drown in that big lake next to the house along with those dead bodies and maybe then we'll have a ball! Hey at least some of them are in fancy clothes, right?"

The Baron, instead of reprimanding his younger son for his repulsive language, could only raise an eyebrow, gathering an idea.

"For once, you are absolutely right Jackson. Follow me gentlemen, I have just the thing, but we must speak of this to no one." Kozmotis took off, followed by his sons. He made his way to Hiccup's parents room, opened a mahogany wardrobe and rummaged through the closet until he found what he was looking for, drawing out a magnificent black satin ensemble with hems of gold. "One man's trash, is another man's treasure."

"By Jove, it's perfect," James muttered in awe.

"Wow," Jackson's jaw dropped as he took out the onyx shoes, with buckles as pure as gold. "Look at these shoes. Where did you find these?"

"They're Henri's wedding garments," The Baron responded, airing out the suit, brushing off the dust.

"Cinder-Hiccup, getting married?" James chuckled. "To whom, the town wench?"

"If it's Henri's," Jackson began as he inspected the shoes. "That means he can go to the festival too!"

"Since when does a royal function invite commoners?" James sneered at the thought of Hiccup going to the festival.

"Frankly, I don't see why not." Jackson rolled his eyes, for he wanted Hiccup to have some fun at the ball. "The invitation did say by Royal command, every eligible gentleman is to attend-"

"But he's not of noble blood you dolt," James interrupted, his eyes focusing on the suit. "And besides no one would notice, wouldn't they?"

"What are you guys doing?" Hiccup entered the room, clutching onto some firewood for the fireplace, a confused expression on his face. The trio stood frozen in thought to stray the servant boy with a clever lie.

"Airing out your costume," Kozmotis began to fib with a genuine smile. "I figured that we could all go to the king's festival as a family, provided if your chores are finished until then."

"Me? You want me to go to a festival?" Hiccup's face lit up upon hearing his stepfather's words. "I-I don't know have the words." Jackson began to smile however, James glared in confusion.

"Honestly Henri, I'd hate it when you don't feel apart of our family! And if you can find something else suitable to wear, you may go to the other two."

"I'm sure I'll think of something, thank you so much!" Hiccup shook the Barons hand and left the room with a smile.

"Father, have you lost your marbles?!" James squeaked in horror. "You'll let that homely jackass spoil my chances-"

"I said _if_," Kozmotis reminded his elder son.

"Oh, _if_," James snickered to himself. Disgusted by the deceit from his father and brother, Jackson stormed out of the room in disbelief.

***'*'*'***

"Do you really think there is only one perfect mate?" Rapunzel asked as she and Nicholas made their way to the majestic lake at the far side of the woods to test out his latest invention.

"As a matter of fact, I do." North nodded.

"How can you be sure to find them? And if you find them, are they really the one for you...or do you only think they are? What if the person you're meant to be with never appears? Or he does, but... but you're too distracted to notice-" Nicholas placed a finger on the lips of the princess, silencing her from her stress and began to respond.

"You learn to listen. You cannot leave everything to fate, child. He's got much to do. Sometimes you must give him a hand."

"What's this?" Rapunzel pointed to an unusual contraption in his hands.

"Would you care to see if they work?"

The old man then made his way to the water, putting on the strange devices on his feet, walking over the water as if he were the Son of God. Meanwhile, from another end of the forest, Hiccup and Toothless were gathering apples in the forest, the latter uninterested in being outside during the afternoon, especially after his nap. The brunet spot an apple from the ground and went to pick it up, inspecting it from any worms or bites of it, only to realize not only his fingers but his hands were dirty, after years of hard labor, it had become apparent that it had taken a decade for the Baron and his sons to indeed transform Hiccup into a creature of cinders and dirt. The brunet then took a dip in the soothing water in the lake and began to float, gazing at the purple sky above him, unaware of the oncoming Russian on stilts.

"It looks like rain!" North chided happily at the young lad, who in return screamed and caused the old man to fall down to the water with him. Rapunzel saw this as a funny sight to see and began to laugh.

"Are you all right?" She chuckled.

"I should leave walking on water to the Son of God," North scoffed. "Fortunately, I tripped over an angel." In the eyes of the princess, that 'angel' appeared to be none other than Count Stefan, sopping wet from the surprise of the eccentric artist.

"Count Stefan!" the blonde ran to the drenched brunet, a blanket in hand to keep him warm.

"Your highness!" the latter responded in shock, moments before slipping into the water again. "Careful, it's slippery down there!"

"Oh, umm...allow me!" The former then draped the cloth over the 'count,' making sure he didn't catch any sniffles. The two then made their way to what appeared to be a picnic table and sat down while the old artist went to another side to dry off. "Where are your attendants?"

"I...decided to give them the day off," the latter shrugged. Another encounter with the princess was surprising, but in his rags no doubt, thankfully the princess didn't pay any mind and the drying cloths he was given seemed to covered the majority of his clothes.

"Day off? From what? Life?"

"Don't you get tired of people waiting on you all the time?"

"Yes, well...they're servants. It's what they do."

"I wish I could dismiss mine as easily as you do yours, I must be going." Hiccup continued on, not a single glance returned to the princess.

"You're angry with me."

"No."

"Just admit it."

"Well, yes, if you must know." the brunet stopped and glanced at the princess for a moment.

"Why?"

"Because you are trying to bait me with your naivety."

"I'm afraid, sir, you are a walking contradiction..." Rapunzel corrected. "And I find that fascinating."

"Me?"

"Yes, you. You talk of the ideals of a Utopian society, yet you live the life of a courtier."

"You own all the land there is, yet you take no pride in working it. Is that not also a contradiction?"

"First I'm arrogant, and now I have no pride. How do I manage that?"

"You have everything and still the world holds no joy. But you poke fun of those who would see it for its possibilities."

"How do you do it?" the blonde tilted her head in confusion at 'Count Stefan's' words.

"What?"

"Live each day with this kind of passion? Don't you find it exhausting?"

"Only when I'm around you." Hiccup calmly replied. "Why do you like to irritate me?"

"Why do you rise to the occasion?" Rapunzel chuckled, making the dripping lad chuckle as well.

"Henri!" a familiar voice cried from the farther side of the lake. It was Jackson, carrying the basket of apples, followed by Toothless. Hiccup gasped and panicked a little, returning the now dripping wash cloth to Rapunzel.

"Er... Forgive me, Your Highness, I've lost track of the hour." He began to make his was up the hill and onto Jackson's location.

"But the wind, it's perfect!" Nicholas cried as he held a flying contraption waiting to touch the skies.

"I apologize," the young lad replied.

"I'm playing tennis tomorrow with the marchioness of Duloc. Can you come?" Asked the princess.

"I must be going now."

"Meet me at the festival then!"

"I'll do my best!" Within a few seconds, Count Stefan vanished into thin air, as if he really were an angel with the ability to disappear anytime he pleased.

"Why does he keep doing that?" Rapunzel mumbled to the artist.

***'*'*'***

Dinner time became rather dark and silent, releasing a gloomy atmosphere, well only tonight it would seem, as the candlesticks of wax were at their dying flame and could only light the room enough, the dusk slowly overtook the dying light, while all the servants stood beneath the walls watching the stepfamily eat their dinner.

"Maudie. Where are the candlesticks?" Kozmotis stopped eating and asked. "We can hardly see our plates."

"They're missing, sir," Maudie panicked. "I've searched high and low."

"The painting in the upstairs hall has disappeared too, it seems we have a thief in our midst." James chuckled as he ate his salmon, Jackson gave him a deathly glare as if to indicate it could possibly be their meddling for more wealth. If it seems the servants couldn't be sold without them 'weaseling' their way back, then would it be possible to sell valuable items that once stood proudly in the chateau? For now, only time will tell.

"Well, so this is how I'm treated after all our years together. My wife's prized possessions, stolen! I shall just garnish your wages until the pilfered items are returned. Is that quite understood?"

"Yes, sir," all the servants nodded. Hiccup kept quiet, wanting to remind the Baron that 'his wife' was still the servant boy's mother. Had he forgotten? Alas, a servant had no say in the eyes of Kozmotis Von Pitchner.

"Perhaps I shall ship you to the New World with the rest of the thieves." The Baron mumbled silently with James smirking to his hearts content, but the words of the stepfather were not silent enough for anyone else to hear.

"Oh. Didn't you hear?" Jackson piped in, his mouth partially full of vegetables. "The Princess asked the King to release all those people just last night."

"She didn't!" Hiccup gasped, earning a startled gaze from his stepfather before calming down.

"Yep, Now by..." Jackson swallowed his fish before continuing. "By royal decree, any person who sails must be compensated."

"Compensated?" The Baron scoffed. "Honestly! What is the world coming to?"

"What I want to know who is this mystery Count everyone keeps talking about." James added as he waved his cup at Hiccup to fetch more water. Hiccup turned away from the family, leering at the other servants, who did the same to the lad as he grabbed the pitcher and poured water on the cup. "Ten courtiers spoke of nothing but him today and how the Princess fell all over herself."

"Well we should figure out who he is and _**bury**_ him."

***'*'*'***

The morning of the tennis match grew exhausting, as Rapunzel anticipated the arrival of her tennis date. The eligible gentlemen of the court gathered round to support their princess, or rather win her hand and woo her to marriage. It wasn't long before the marchioness of Duloc entered the tennis court, curtseying at the princess, who returned the gesture. Rapunzel took a ball from a basket and slammed it with her racket at the marchioness, who shot back the ball and sent it high in the air. Rapunzel quickly ran after the ball, however she fell straight to a crowd full of men, fussing over her and giving her all the unrequited attention. Before long, the princess stood up and looked around, having been covered in dozens of flowers from every man wanting her hand. She quickly brushed off every single petal and stem, receiving chuckles from the men and the marchioness herself. She looked around for the ball only to have the marchioness motion her to look behind, for the eldest son of the Baron Von Pitchner, James, who was only a few inches taller than the princess. The charcoal-haired lad appeared outside of the fence with a tennis ball in his hand and an ever pleasant grin on his face.

"You're looking well, James," Rapunzel blushed, gently taking the tennis ball from his hand.

"You're welcome to look, Your Highness," James flirted. Rapunzel took the ball, nodding a thank you to the lad and returning to the tennis game.

After a rather hilarious loss to the marchioness, and a dozen more flowers from the men, Rapunzel offered to spend time with James and the family, who willingly accepted her offer, hoping to get acquainted with them and find if they knew anything about Count Stefan. The two walked together all around the village, with Jackson and Kozmotis trailing from behind, and the royal guard following them as well.

"Here," Rapunzel took the box and handed a piece of richly tasting candy to James. "Never have you tasted anything so...delicious." James took a piece of candy and popped in into his mouth, the reactions of the candy were soothing, for the candy itself must be delicious.

"Do you like it?" the princess smiled.

"Like it?" James responded, careful of not spew any bits onto anyone. "Why, it's absolutely sinful. What do they call it?"

"Chocolate. The monks of Ingerman keep sending us bricks of it."

"Allow me milady?" James took another and handed it to Rapunzel, as if to feed the piece of heaven to her.

"Oh...sure. Okay?" She mumbled as she slowly opened her mouth for the saccharine sensation of cocoa entering inside. Jackson loved chocolate and wanted to give a try, sneaking in a piece before being stopped.

"Don't even think about it," the Baron grabbed his younger sons hand, preventing him from trying the heavenly treat. It would be moments before they would resume wandering about, passing by the servants, who were doing their best to impress the princess as commanded by the Baron.

"These are our servants, Your Highness." James gestured to the people working in front of the chateau.

"Really?" Rapunzel questioned happily. "Oh, I'd love to meet them." The two walked up to Merida and Astrid, who froze for a moment while preparing the goods to sell.

"Good day ladies," James nodded at the servants.

Hiccup entered the scene with a chicken and panicked at the immediate sight of the princess, dropping the chicken at the princess and everyone else, receding from view, all but the princess noticing the inexplicable figure.

"What in heaven's name are you doing, trying to scare the Princess to death?!" The Baron roared at the ladies.

"We were startled, that's all," Merida answered sheepishly.

"Were there just the two of you?" Rapunzel looked around for the familiar figure.

"And the chicken, Your Highness," Astrid added.

***'*'*'***

"We must press for a quick engagement! Paris at Christmastime. Can you imagine?" Kozmotis stood by the window, proud of his son finally catching the proper attention of the princess. Hiccup merely smiled as he placed another log onto the fireplace.

"No. I don't suppose you can." The stepfather sneered, ushering Hiccup to fix his night slippers, the latter took out a rag, knelt onto the level of his stepfather's feet and began to wipe the minor residue off the slippers. "My father was hard on me too, you know. He taught me that cleanliness was next to godliness. He forced me to wash my face at least twenty times a day, convinced it was never clean enough. I was very grateful to him, for he wanted me to be all that I could be. And here I am... ...a baron. And James shall be king." Hiccup merely smiled as he continued restoring the slippers to a much nicer state. Kozmotis carefully placed a hand on the face of his stepson, careful of not to touch any filth, and dragged him closer to his eyes.

"Such a pity you never remembered your father." The Baron drawled. "There must be a little bit of him in you somewhere."

"I wish I could remember what he looked like," Hiccup answered, his father merely died when Hiccup was no more than a babe, as a result his memories with him were bare.

"Yes. Well, we must never feel sorry for ourselves, must we? No matter how bad things get, they can always get worse."

"Yes, master."

"You have so much of your mother in you." The stepfather gazed deeply onto his stepson, for he did know for certain that Hiccup indeed took after his parents, his mother the most, her charm and wit had been passed down to her only son. "Sometimes I can almost see her looking out through your eyes."

"Really?" Hiccup smiled warmly.

"Yes, well...Your features are rather...feminine, and to be raised by a woman...it's a wonder to me how you're built for hard labour." He then began to pat Hiccup on the left side, indicating the strength he had earned from years of servitude.

"Did you love my mother?" the servant swallowed and asked his stepfather, as if he really did care about his wife, even in the slightest bit.

"Well...I barely knew her. Now off you go. I must retire now," the Baron brushed the brunet away, ushering him to leave. Hiccup got up and walked away, closing the door on his way out.

**To Be Continued**


	6. Chapter 5
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* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 5:<strong>

The day of the festival arrived and everyone in the kingdom of Corona crossed their fingers for anticipation. Seamstresses drowning in gowns to create, chefs and bakers preparing in advance for the delicious treats to eat, and the royal family leaving every spot in the kingdom intact for the party guests. Meanwhile in the house of the Pitchner family, James and the Baron made sure everything was to be perfect for tonight, however this also caused James' temper to become a thousand times more monstrous than usual, to the point where Jackson had to cover his ears the majority of the time he was with his brother and not for the first time Hiccup actually felt remorse for the elder schemer, who could be every bit as ugly within as he was charming without. But nonetheless, the Baron's favorite son was quite prepared to catch the attention of the princess; the same could not be said for his stepbrother.

Through the unusual number of chores given to him by his stepfamily, Hiccup also took what extra time he had to search nearly everywhere for the suit the Baron promised he'd wear to the festival, having it been mysteriously disappeared. If it weren't for Elinor's persistence to find an alternative instead, Hiccup would've not gone to the ball with his stepfather and stepbrothers, but rather would've wasted his time finding next to nothing. Once chores were finished for the day, the two rushed to the old attic to begin planning on what the brunet could wear for the festival. Elinor, being the house seamstress, willingly offered to help Hiccup upon hearing his personal 'invite.' The seamstress pulled out a heavy chest and dragged it by a wooden table. She also took out some old fabric and ribbons and paced one by one on the table. Elinor then placed her basket of sewing tools, along with a book of clothing ideas and laid them to rest on the fabric, just the perfect time to prepare. If the Baron would not have a fourth costume made, it occurred to the servant boy that there was no reason he would not try and mend one, after all with the help of the seamstress the chance of him going would be possible. Hiccup opened the dusty chest, finding it stuffed with old clothing from his and took out a gray coat.

"Well how about this one?" Hiccup asked, holding the coat.

Elinor frowned a bit and inspected the coat. "The shoulders are much too ruffled, and the hems make you look silly."

"Suppose this book has any ideas?" Hiccup asked as he opened the book, and skimmed through the pages.

"Your father's favorite coat! I thought the Baron sold this one," Elinor sighed as she lovingly caressed an emerald traveling coat stifling her coughs from the dust looming around it. She then suddenly raised her head in excitement, for anyone could tell she had an idea. "What if we could use it to make you a new suit, it'd be like taking him along with you!"

"Elinor, I could never tamper with my father's coat." Hiccup began, dragging a finger on the gems of the coat. "This one was his favorite."

"Henri, darling, your father couldn't care as long as you are happy." Elinor reassured the brunet as she turned the pages to find a perfect fit she stopped at a page with an emerald coat and earth colored trousers. "What do you make of this one?"

"Elinor that looks perfect!" Hiccup looked carefully.

"Cinder-Hiccup! Get up here!"

"Really?" Hiccup winced a little from the piercing demands. It was James, once again demanding Hiccup's assistance for the umpteenth time today.

"We're waiting!" The Baron bellowed.

"What do they want now?" Hiccup huffed a little, looking back at the coat and turned to the door. "Guess it'll have to wait. I'll see you later Elinor."

Hiccup went down the stairs and made a beeline to the cellar to find Kozmotis and James standing by the fireplace, a plate of lentils on James' hands.

"My dear stepson, if you wish to go to the festival with us," Kozmotis motioned to his son to drop the plate and dropped them onto the fireplace. "Pick up these lentils from the fireplace, finish your chores, and you shall go. Good luck."

"And once you're finished with the lentils," James chuckled maliciously. "I have some other things for you to do as well."

The Baron and his son left the fireplace, confident that the lentils will slim his homely stepsons chances of going to the festival. Hiccup went as fast as he can to swiftly pick and peck each lentil from the fireplace into the pot. By one hour, all one hundred lentils were in the pot and Hiccup felt close to sleeping; however, he quickly cleaned up and headed upstairs to complete the rest of the extra chores he was given.

Before long, Hiccup completed each task, however right at the same time the Baron and his sons were finished getting ready, along with the rest of the kingdom, therefore it seems it had been too late for Hiccup to get ready for the festival. The brunet wiped some the ash off his face with his dusty apron as he made his way to Kozmotis' sleeping quarters, his rags tattered with residue from lentil picking. He knocked on the door and stood there until the Baron pop out to answer.

"The carriage is here," Hiccup spoke melancholically.

"Why Henri, you're not ready lad," The Baron's tone became more sympathetic to give the impression of concern.

"I'm not going." The stepson hadn't turned his head, for he didn't want to risk showing his morose expression to his stepfather, yet the Baron could see right away he was upset. Behind the Baron were James and Jackson, the latter feeling dreadfully guilty over his stepbrother not being able to go.

"Not going? Shame, but of course there'll be other times, and-"

"Yes, good night."

Hiccup walked away from his stepfather in defeat, denied the chance to tell the princess everything and be relieved from his guilt. His father's prized suit gone missing, his alternate costume unfinished, and he barely had little time to wash the ash off his face. A wave of pessimism loomed around the brunet as he made his way back to the old drafty attic. He made his way to the broken window, the

"Oh well, guess it wasn't meant to be, I mean, it's probably going to be boring and it's not like I deserve a night off after that lie, right?" Hiccup moped, twiddling his finders on the wooden windowsill.

"What makes ye say that?" A familiar voice replied from behind him. Hiccup turned around to find Merida next to him, a grin as wide as a Cheshire cat.

"Merida? What are you doing here?"

Ignoring his protests, the redhead blindfolded him and dragged him all the way to the servant's quarters where Elinor and Maudie were standing. Merida quickly took off the brunets blindfold, only for him to find himself standing in front of a newly finished traveling coat, designed to be worn for the festival, followed by a vest of a lighter shade of beige, a white dress shirt and a black neckerchief, with chocolate colored trousers. Hiccup's mouth dropped as his chartreuse eyes widened at the ray of hope.

"Unbelievable," He mumbled. "How did this-"

"I had a little help from Maudie," Elinor smiled. "We used some of the nicest fabrics we could find to make something special."

"Jackson was also willing to lend you some of his old garments for the ball," Maudie added. Unsure of what to say, Hiccup grabbed the women and gave them a warm hug.

"Thank you so much you guys, this...this is...I'm at a loss of words!"

"Now go and wipe the dirt off your face!" Merida shoved Hiccup out of the door, the suit in his arms. "The ball awaits!"

Kozmotis walked from the hallway and straight to the door, finding James in a strapping set of garments; rich in gold and royal in blue, behind his brother was Jackson donning a plain brown coat and pants.

"My my, have I not seen such a fine specimen in my entire life," the Baron smiled, as the twins stood proudly of their father's words, only for the father himself to direct his attention to the elder brother, the younger couldn't help but frown. "It gives me such confidence to believe that you, James, could sweep the princess off her feet. And to think I have a fine horse in the race, I dare say no one in the kingdom will outshine my-"

"Master," Hiccup chimed as he quickly hurried down the stairs, donning the dashing suit. "They were my father's garments but Elinor and Maudie tweaked it up into something nice. Do you think it'll do?"

"Oh my word! Cinder-Hiccup at the ball?" James smugly retorted. "Nobody wants a creature for a husband!"

"After all I've done-" the Baron began, the anger brewing.

"Look I don't want to ruin anything," Hiccup answered calmly. "I don't even want to meet the princess!"

"Oh you won't. This is no question if you going."

"But you said if I finished my chores, I could go, and by royal command of the King-"

"It is the King I'm thinking about, after all, it would be an insult for a royal personage to take you to the palace dressed in these old rags."

"Rags? But these were my father's!" Hiccup couldn't believe what he was hearing, his stepfather dismissing his late father as some homely old man in rags.

"I'd hate to inform you Henri, but your parents taste is questionable." The Baron added as he crept closer and closer to the boy. "This thing is so old fashioned, it's practically falling to pieces!"

Kozmotis grabbed Hiccup's left arm and yanked the left arm sleeve, a ripping noise could be heard, and the arm sleeve had been torn from the coat.

"The shoulder's frayed!" Kozmotis taunted as he continued to rip Hiccup's suit piece by piece. "It's falling to bits!"

"This is a ridiculous, old-fashioned joke, are you trying to make me a fool of the ball?!" James screeched at the brunet as he slashed the grey vest. James and the Baron continued to tear apart Hiccup's garments until they were ripped to nothing but rags, only the boots, the pants and the neckerchief surviving, while Jackson could only freeze in panic.

"Come on you guys-" Jackson began, shaking his head in disbelief of their misbehavior, placing a hand on the wrist of his brother, stopping him from doing any more damage.

"Silence Jackson, unless you wish to accompany Henri here instead!" Kozmotis went closer to Hiccup, glaring coldly at his stepsons eyes. "The king is looking for his daughter a husband, not a scullery kitchen boy!" The Baron continued to smirk at his stepson.

"How could you?" Hiccup growled.

"How could I otherwise? I will not have anyone associate my son with the likes of you. You'd ruin his prospects to be seen at the palace with some ugly servant, because that is what you are and that is what you will always be. Now mark my words lad, you shall not go to the ball!"

Turning away from the brunet, the Baron and his sons departed for their carriage, Jackson being the only one to look back at his stepbrother with a sympathetic expression, leaving Hiccup to simply look down at the carriage making its trail to the festival. Fuming with anger at the betrayal of his stepfather and stepbrother, Hiccup stormed out of the chateau and onto an old well of marble. He only wanted to go to the festival, he had no intentions of wooing the princess, nor had he ever wished to see her after being dishonest to her, but he simply wanted one night to breathe and to enjoy while it would last.

Meanwhile, a tiny little dove came and nuzzled onto the lad, moments before snatching his neckerchief, flying away with the piece of clothe on its beak.

"Hey!" Hiccup hollered as he went after the dove, which continued on flying until he lured him to the thicket. Hiccup intended to return the neckerchief to Jackson, as it had survived the wrath of James, and did not want to cause any more conflict to his stepfamily.

Deep within the forest, he continued to follow the bird until he reached his parent's grave, the large tree remaining as magnificent as any other. The bird was finally found resting by a thick branch, the neckerchief resting on the tree trunk. Hiccup crept closer to the tree, picking up the old cloth and knelt down to breathe after running so much. The stone of marble with his father's name engraved stood proudly by the tree, and the empty urn that carried his mother's ashes lay next to it. There he stood, eyes meeting the giant tree.

"I wish..." Hiccup huffed, expecting just a simple warm touch to carry on the night, but at the last minute he stopped and hung his head low. "This is ridiculous, I lied to the Princess to save a woman's life, the suits torn and I couldn't save your treasures, nor the manor for that matter. I don't have any courage at this point, and I don't think wishing will ever work in the long run." He sighed in melancholy and sat by the bark of the tree, closing his eyes, for he was under the influence that there would be no such embrace now, as he felt much too old and much too heartbroken to even believe that such a lone tree would make his innocent fairytale-like wishes come true. "Guess it wasn't meant to be."

"What is it that you wish?" A familiar motherly voice echoed through the forest, through only Hiccup could hear. He turned around to the direction of the tree in awe.

"Go on son," a deep thick voice followed. The tree released a calm, soothing atmosphere that circled the brunet. Hiccup felt the same embrace he missed years ago, only this time, something felt quite different this time around, for the aura lifted him up from the ground. The voices began to sing a song as appeasing as a harp.

_"Do you know what you wish?_

_Are you certain what you wish_

_Is what you want?_

_If you know what you want,_

_Then make a wish._

_Ask the tree,_

_And you shall have your wish."_

Hiccup felt the aura continue to cloud him until he could see nothing but bronze, glistening as silk. Once the aura finally released him to the ground, the brunet looked around quickly to find that it had replaced the tattered traveling coat and ensemble with a silk copper coat, beige vest and white shirt. Gloves as white as milk covered his once dirty hands, and a wonderful mask with hems of copper shrouded the top half of his face. He looked down to find the old boots had been transformed into magnificent ones. Hiccup then turned his attention to a tiny little onion rolling about to his direction, growing in the process. Branches flew around the expanding onion, vines growing and curving into wheels. Before long the plump little onion had transformed into a majestic coach of wood.

"Thank you," the brunet whispered in content, turning to the tree.

"Remember," the gentle voice began. "The magic would only last so long. At the last stroke of midnight, the spell would be broken, and all would return to what it was before."

"Midnight?"

"Midnight." the gruff voice answered. "Now off you go, for you shall go to the ball!"

Hiccup ran to the onion carriage as the tree released two clouds, transforming into two beautiful white horses. The noble steeds lead the way to the palace just as the moon began to rise. Hiccup looked back at the tree that gave him a second chance and there never was a moment in his life that Hiccup felt genuinely elated until now.

**To Be Continued**
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